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THOUGH you make no return to my passion, Still, still I presume to adore; 'Tis in love but an odd reputation. When faintly repulsed, to give o'er.
When you talk of your duty
I gaze on your beauty. Nor mind the dull maxim at all:
Let it reign in Cheapside
With a citizen's bride, It will ne'er be received at Whitehall.
What apocryphal tales are you told By one who would make you believe That, because of "to have and to hold", You still must be pinned to his sleeve!
'Twere apparent high treason
'Gainst love and good reason, Should one such a treasure engross:
He who knows not the joys
That attend such a choice, Should resign to another who does.130                   THOMAS    SOUTHERNS          l66o-1746
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